Made of marble in many manners.
Knights in their cognisance clad for the nonce;
It seemed all saints sacred upon earth,
And lovely ladies wrought lay by their sides
In many gay ornaments that were beaten gold.
Though the tax of ten year were truly gathered,
It would not make half that house, as I trow.
Then came I to the cloister and gaped about.
How it was pillared and painted and fairly pictured.
And all covered with lead low to the stones,
And paved with square tiles, each after other ;
With conduits of pure tin closed all about,
With lavers of latten lovelily made ready.
I trow the gain from the ground in a great shire
Would not fit forth that place one point towards the
other end.
Then was the Chapter House wrought as a great
church,
Carven and covered and quaintly engraved
With seemly ceiling set aloft.
As a parliament house painted about.
Then fared I into the frator and found there another,
A hall fit for a high king to have as his household,
With broad boards fairly benched about,
With windows of glass wrought as a church.
Then walked I farther and went all about
And saw halls full high and houses full noble,
Chambers with chimneys and chapels gay,
And kitchens for a high king to have in his castles ;
And its dormitory dight with doors full strong,
Infirmary and frater, with many more houses
And all strong stone wall, stern upon heath,